TENNYSON, CLOUGH, AND THE CLASSICS
By HENRY GRAHAM DAKYNS
You ask me to write a little paper for you on my reminiscences of Farringford, the Pyrenees, and, later, Aldworth; and, although I am still beset by something of the old horror of biography which so obsessed me when I had the chance that I religiously abstained from taking notes at the time, I cannot refuse the opportunity you offer me of having my say also about your father and mother, and certain others whose friendship was and is so precious to me in its affection, and their image ineffaceable. To your cairn of memories I wish to add my pebble. I might seem lacking in affection otherwise, and that would be to do myself an injustice, and yourselves, your father and mother, an injury, that of seeming insensible to their true worth. Semfier ego auditor tantiim ? Nunquamne reponam ?
This then is, if somewhat meagre, a faithful record of what I recollect. To avoid repetition and for reverence' sake, I shall speak of Lord and Lady Tennyson as Him and Her, and of yourselves, my two pupils, by your names. If I have occasion to mention myself (your old tutor), I will use the symbol A, the first letter of kajcwlSiov, which, being interpreted, is " Little Dakyns," by which name your father spoke of me, at least on one occasion.
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